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Cecil. Thrice in April they steeled themselves to it, but
Leicester's loyalty or prudence was too much for them. He
wavered, and threatened to tell the Queen, Then Cecil bent to
the wind, made friends with Norfolk, and moderated his con-
duct. In any case the Thomas Cromwell business was out-of-
date under Elizabeth. It was impossible to intimidate her; she
was clement, and she was astonishingly loyal to her ministers.
The cabal now devoted its activities to the marriage of Mary
and Norfolk. Elizabeth had heard of the plan soon after it was
first broached the previous autumn, and spoke some sharp
words to Norfolk; but he had answered, 'What! should I seek
to marry her, being so wicked a woman, such a notorious
adulteress and murderer? I love to sleep upon a safe pillow. I
count myself, by your Majesty's favour, as good a prince at
home in my bowling-alley at Norwich, as she is, though she
were in the midst of Scotland. And if I should go about to marry
with her, knowing, as I do, that she pretendeth a title to the
present possession of your Majesty's crown, your Majesty might
justly charge me with seeking your own crown from your head.9
This had stilled Elizabeth's misgivings, though at the cost of
making it very difficult for Norfolk to reopen the subject.

Leicester assumed the lead of the cabal, aspiring to be a king-
maker, and to reap his reward should Elizabeth die young. He
and his relative the Earl of Pembroke wrote to Mary about
Easter; and at the very time that Elizabeth was straining to carry
through her plan for restoring Mary, they and their friends were
secretly negotiating terms of their own. They meant well; they
were quite loyal, except in their intention to impose their settle-
ment on- Elizabeth; and this, in their masculine eyes, was a
proper proceeding towards a misguided woman. Norfolk, who
was beginning to receive sweet letters from Mary and found
himself being drawn into deep and dangerous waters, was un-
easy at the delay in approaching Elizabeth. These precious con-
spirators, in fact, dared none of them face her, and Leicester, as
ready with excuses as promises, kept waiting fore the opportune
time'. By July they were in something of a stew, and in their
anxiety told the secret to Cecil. He kept their confidence. At